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AND  NOW  THEY 

ARE  MARRIED 

It  is  just  a year  ago  now  that 
Melanie  and  Algernon — some  of  you 
may  remember  them — were  dancing  to 
irresistible  rhythms  at  School  N'ite. 
The  tempo  of  the  music  has  changed 
for  them,  but  the  dance  goes  on  still. 


The  deep  notes  of  the  organ  swelled 
into  the  measured  melody  of  an  im- 
mortal wedding  march.  Algernon, 
with  the  suggestion  of  a smile  about 
his  lips,  stood  quietly  at  the  altar  with 
his  friend  Kenneth  Harding.  A moment 
later  Melanie,  a vision  of  white  love- 
liness, was  by  his  side,  and  the  magic 
spell  of  silence  crept  over  the  hushed 
cathedral. 

Harding  was  aware  of  quiet  solemn 
words ; he  saw  a white  hand  tremble. 
He  glanced  away.  For  the  briefest 
moment  he  looked  into  her  eyes, 
smiled,  and  instinctively  he  realized 
that  she  was  Elaine  Roberts,  the  pretty 
(Continued  on  page  3) 


CHECKING  REGULATIONS 

PATRONS— Warden’s  Office. 

COMMITTEE  — Room  A (second 
floor). 

LADIES — Billiard  Room. 

Regular  Check  Room. 

GENTLEMEN— Sketch  Room. 

ORCHESTRA — Chess  Room. 

N.B. — The  Locker  Room  will  be  open 
until  10.30  only.  Those  using  it  as 
dressing  room  will  use  Sketch  Room 
to  check  overcoats,  etc. 


NEVER  BEFORE— 

NEVER  AGAIN 

"Music,  music  everywhere,  but  what 
a throb  in  our  heads.”  This  is  the 
theme-song  of  our  review.  An  original 
Manchon  and  Farco  creation  brought 
to  our  fair  city  by  the  "beer-keg  drain- 
ing, work-disdaining”  engineers  for  the 
enjoyment  of  their  patrons  at  the  usual 
prices  (no  cover  charge).  It  is  a true 
masterpiece  of  colour,  a triumph  of 
orchestral  talent,  and  a magnificent  dis- 
play of  stage  craft.  It  boasts  a cast 
of  many  talented  artists  assisted  by 
radio  headliners,  crack  comedians,  and 
a most  popular  master  of  cemeteries. 
Written  by  the  famous  quartet  of 
Smith,  Smith.  Smith  and  Smythe, 
costumed  by  the  world-known  firm  of 
B.  V.  Dees,  it  marks  a new  epoch  in 
the  history  of  stage  presentations. 

We  have  singers  (if  you  can  call 
them  that),  everything  in  instruments 
from  the  piccolo  to  the  sousaphone, 
and  leading  our  concert  orchestra  is 
none  other  than  Cliff  Young,  specially 
(Continued  on  page  3) 
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Devoted  to  the  interests  of  the  Under- 
graduates of  the  Faculty  of 
Applied  Science. 

Published  Every  Now  and  Then  by 
the  Engineering  Society  of  the 
University  of  Toronto. 


TOIKE  OIKE  STAFF 

Editor— D.  F.  Fraser. 

Asst.  Editor — W.  R.  Moggridge. 
Sports  Editor — J.  J.  Dutton. 

3rd  Year — J.  A.  McMillan. 

2nd  Year—  F.  R.  Gorrie. 

1st  Year— M.  P.  Johnson. 


ENGINEERING  SOCIETY 
EXECUTIVE 

President — J.  S.  Ball 
1 st  Vice-Pres. — M.  M.  McKillop 
2nd  Vice-Pres. — C.  W.  Tyson 
Treasurer — R.  W.  Anderson 
Secretary — D.  B.  Bruce 
Pres.  A th.  Assn.— J.  R.  Fitzpatrick. 
Director  of  Publications  and 
Publicity — W.  S.  Smith. 


CLUB  CHAIRMEN 

Architectural — G.  A.  Whale. 
Chemical — W.  J.  Beynon. 

Civil — J.  J.  A.  Howe. 

Debates — H.  C.  Herz. 

Electrical — M.  A.  McKay. 
Mechanical — W.  R.  Coulter. 

Mining  and  Metallurgical — F.  V.  C. 
Hewett. 


YEAR  PRESIDENTS 

Fourth — W.  D.  Smith. 

Third — W.  M.  Kellet. 

Second — D.  G.  Ritchie. 

First — W.  C.  Irwin. 


BLOTTER  JOTTINGS 

“Water,  water  everywhere,  but  not 
a drop  of  ink.” — new  slogan  of  the 
Engineering  Society. 

Again  man  reigns  supreme  — Leap 
Year  has  gone  its  way,  and  we  are 
still  single. 

Three  big  nights  in  the  life  of  every 
Schoolman — School  Dinner,  School 
Nite,  and  School  At-Home. 

School  Dinner  is  just  a pleasant 
memory. 

School  Nite  is  the  main  topic  of  the 
day. 

School  At-Home  is  a whisper  of 
wonders  in  the  air ! 

Biggest  paid  attendance  in  history  at 
the  43rd  Annual  School  Dinner. 

Only  45  days  until  the  commence- 
ment of  exams.  Why  bring  that  up? 

Because  we  must  face  facts  and  the 
future  is  formidable. 

— Jughandlc. 


SPORTOIKE 

Superstitious?  not  much!  We  won’t 
mention  that  any  more  because  . . . 

because  . . . well  . . . just  be- 

cause. 

There  really  should  be  a law  against 
having  “Friday  the  13th”  so  soon  after 
examinations.  Just  imagine!  perhaps 
the  prof,  is  marking  that  electro- 
chemistry, cements  and  concrete, 
theory  of  structure,  or  what  have  you 
—TO-DAY.  And  after  pushing  two 
black  pussies  off  the  front  steps  at  ? 
a.m.  this  morning,  is  he  feeling  like 
? Why,  of  course  he  is,  and 
he’s  so  scared  he  absotively  must  give 
you  that  extra  mark. 

But  we  really  intended  to  mention 
that  perhaps  you  might  enjoy  a really 
enjoyable  hour  about  once  a week.  If 
so,  we  suggest  that  you  get  behind  at 
least  one  School  team  and  root  them 
through  to  a championship.  There 
are  eight  teams  from  which  to  choose, 
Junior  and  Senior  softball,  water-polo, 
basketball  and  hockey.  What  a treat 
you’re  missing  if  you  don’t  go,  because 
the  gang  is  sure  to  be  there  and  some- 
one is  sure  to  ask  next  day — “Vas  you 
there,  Sharlie?” 


SWIMMERS — ATTENTION 

In  the  good  old  days  of  School  it 
was  the  custom  to  have  a swimming 
and  water-polo  club.  This  worthy  in- 
stitution has  since  passed  into  the  dis- 
card. However,  the  “clean-up,  paint- 
up”  committee  in  rummaging  through 
the  discards  in  the  heart  of  the  School 
Building,  came  across  the  ghost  of 
the  club.  It  has  been  decided  that  it 
would  be  a very  elegant  idea  to  try 
to  resurrect  the  club,  with  the  idea 
of  recovering  a few  of  the  lost 
trophies  that  should  be  resting  on  the 
rafters  of  the  School.  Therefore, 
would  all  the  young  Apollos,  Nep- 
tunes  and  Juno-whats,  who  fancy 
themselves  as  swimmers,  or  water- 
poloists  (and  the  ones  who  aspire  to 
be  any  of  the  above-mentioned),  meet 
in  the  Engineering  Society  on  Mon- 
day, January  16th,  at  5 p.m.  Free 
seats  to  those  who  come  early. 


THE  DISPENSARY 

“Thirsty”?  Just  meander  to  the 
Chemical  Club  shanty  in  the  East 
Alcove  off  the  Main  Corridor. 

Efficient  waiters  clad  in  spotless 
white  jackets  to  ensure  perfect  clean- 
liness at  all  times,  will  be  glad  to  alle- 
viate your  thirst  or  hunger ; satisfy 
your  craving  for  a fag  or  even  create 
a thirst. 

Your  inspection  is  invited  even  if 
you  do  not  desire  to  be  a cash  customer. 


SAY  GIRLS— 

The  Engineer  is  a handy  man  to  have 
around  the  house. 

He  understands  a lot  of  things  and 
makes  an  ideal  spouse. 

When  electric  lights  go  on  the  bum 
or  there’s  trouble  in  the  sink 
He  fixes  them  with  an  expert  touch 
much  quicker  than  you’d  think 
He  never  flirts,  he  shuns  the  skirts,  and 
walks  the  narrow  path 
And  be  the  weather  fair  or  rain  he 
takes  his  weekly  bath 
He’s  fond  of  bridge  or  solitaire  and 
poker  tempts  him  not, 

He  likes  to  dine  but  not  to  wine, 
(they  say  his  lips  are  hot). 

He's  fond  of  Kipling,  Poe  and  Keats 
but  Balzac  knocks  him  cold 
He  reads  the  best  and  leaves  the  rest 
until  he’s  pretty  old 
He  likes  to  play  around  the  house  and 
never  stays  out  late, 

He  seldom  smokes  the  vicious  weed 
or  talks  without  abate 
He  never  snores  or  puts  his  feet  on 
the  mantlepiece. 

From  day  to  day  and  year  to  year 
his  virtues  never  cease. 

So  if  you  think  you  should  wed  just 
pick  the  engineer. 

And  married  life  will  hold  no  strife, 
you’ll  never  shed  a tear. 


FIRST 

YEAR 

PARTY 


Tuesday 

January 

31st 


SILVER 

SLIPPER 


Novelties 

Prizes 

Refreshments 
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(Continued  from  page  1) 
bridesmaid  of  whom  Algernon  and 
Melanie  had  told  him. 

The  words  of  the  wedding  ceremony 
became  an  insignificant  ritual.  This 
fleeting  glimpse  of  a charming  girl  in 
blue,  with  wonderful  eyes,  and  flowers, 
took  possession  of  his  mind.  He 
imagined  her  dancing  with  him,  talk- 
ing with  him,  and  always  he  fancied 
her  smiling  up  at  him.  Auto- 
matically he  handed  Algernon  the  ring, 
moved  into  the  vestry,  became  a wit- 
ness, did  a thousand  things,  eventually 
losing  himself  in  the  hubbub  of  the 
reception. 

Somehow,  amid  the  handshaking,  and 
laughter,  and  confusion,  he  found 
Elaine  sitting  alone  with  an  empty 
glass  in  her  hand. 

“Are  you  too  tired  to  dance?”  he 
enquired  sympathetically. 

“Of  course  not.  I’d  love  to.” 

An  inconsiderate  guest  interrupted 
them  by  reminding  Harding  of  his 
duty  to  the  groom.  Algernon  must 
not  be  allowed  to  go  away  on  his 
honeymoon  in  the  wrong  suit. 

Much  later  in  the  evening  they  had 
slipped  away  downtown  and  sat  facing 
one  another  across  a small  linen  square, 
by  a slender,  soft-shaded  lamp. 

“You  have  wonderful  eyes,  Elaine,” 
Harding  said. 

Her  eyelids  flickered  closed,  but  she 
smiled. 

After  that  he  danced  several  hundred 
times  around  an  oval  space  utterly 
oblivious  of  everyone  except  the  girl 
in  his  arms,  and  entirely  unconcerned 
about  his  own  future  beyond  these 
next  few  hours. 

“I’ve  never  been  so  happy  before  in 
my  life,”  he  told  her. 

“Me  too,”  she  said,  and  laughed 
softly  against  his  shoulder. 

The  orchestra  began  another  number. 

“Have  I asked  you  if  you  were 
tired  ” 

She  smiled  and  shook  her  head. 

“Well,  I must  . . . you  see — 
they’re  broadcasting  . . . Are  you 

tired,  Elaine?” 

“Not  a bit,  thanks,  Ken.  But  per- 
haps you  feel  rather  worn  out  after 
all  your  responsibilities?” 


“Silly  nonsense,”  he  told  her  firmly. 
“I  think  it  would  be  very  pleasant  to 
go  on  dancing  here  always  . . . 

After  a time  the  rest  of  these  awkward 
people  would  go  away.  The  lights 
would  grow  dim,  go  out ; they  would 
pull  aside  those  silken  drapes  at  the 
windows,  and  we  would  dance  on  a 
silvered,  moonlit  floor  to  whispered 
jazz  from  a phantom  orchestra.” 

“I’d  love  it,”  she  said.  “Just  the 
two  of  us.” 

His  chin  touched  her  cheek  as  he 
bent  his  head. 

“Just  the  two  of  us,  Elaine,”  he 
whispered. 

“I’m  crazy  about  you,”  he  confessed. 

“It’s  been  a marvellous  party,  Ken 
— almost  as  wonderful  as  the  one 
Melanie  told  me  about.” 

“What  one  was  that?”  he  asked,  an- 
noyed to  think  that  any  party  might 
surpass  to-night’s. 

“Algernon  proposed  on  the  way 
home  from  it  . . said  he  couldn’t 

live  without  her  or  something.” 

“Yes.  I can  imagine  how  he  felt 
. . . but  tell  me  about  the  party, 
Elaine  ?” 

“Oh ! it  was  one  of  the  foremost 
formal  functions  of  the  University. 
Melanie  tells  about  the  atmosphere  of 
gay  festivity  when  they  arrived  at  the 
hotel.  Glamorous  women,  superbly 
gowned  in  Parisian  creations  chatted 
with  handsome  men,  faultlessly  attired 
in  evening  clothes.  It  all  sounded  like 
a fairy  tale  to  me.  And  then  they 
danced  upstairs  in  an  immense  room 
with  coloured  lights  weaving  fantastic 
patterns  over  the  floor.  I suppose  it 
wouldn’t  have  been  so  wonderful  to 
Melanie  if  it  hadn’t  been  for  Algernon, 
though”  . . . 

“Oh ! I know  the  party  you  mean 
now,  dear,”  Harding  laughingly  inter- 
rupted. “It’s  the  School  At-Home. 
This  year  it’s  on  Wednesday,  February 
8.  If  you  could  only  come  to  town 
then,  Elaine.” 

“Ken ! You  mean  you’ll  take  me  to 
it?”  she  cried. 

“I’ll  propose  and  everything,”  he 
said  . . . and  slipped  his  other  arm 

about  her. 


(Continued  from  page  1) 
imported  from  the  Fiji  Islands.  You 
will  see  the  internal  workings  of  our 
city  court  under  our  dear  friend 
Gigadier-Brindle  Dripper,  and  also  a 
tour  will  be  conducted  to  the  city 
morgue  by  none  other  than  “eat-em- 
alive”  Sinclair.  Here  you  see  what 
the  “HCL”  boys  learn  after  graduation, 
but  what  we,  of  superior  intellect, 
have  garnered  from  the  crop  of  worldly 
knowledge  in  our  childhood. 

Come  and  hear  the  renowned 
“Deutches  Band”,  who  are  giving  a 
world  preview  of  their  illustrious  re- 
pertoire. Each  musician  is  a soloist 
of  renown,  and  it  took  much  induce- 
ment to  import  these  artists.  Alas, 
it  was  impossible  to  obtain  the  player 
of  that  Egyptian  instrument,  the  bag- 
pipes. The  effect  produced  by  these 
versatile  artists  is  inconceivable.  Think 
of  the  melody  and  discordant  harmony 
of  which  these  men  are  capable.  It 
is  really  astounding. 

We  have  singers  ranging  from  the 
deepest  of  bass  to  the  highest  of  ultra- 
sopranos, and  also  crooners  who  have 
been  acclaimed  in  many  countries.  You 
will  hear  solos,  trios,  quartets,  but 
wait  till  you  hear  them  all  in  action 
at  the  same  time  (theoretically). 
Theory  is  sometimes  good  (ask  any 
civil  about  Theory  of  Structures). 

We  also  present  an  idea  of  the  future 
of  aviation  as  imagined  by  Prof.  Ein- 
strein  in  collaboration  with  the  pro- 
ducers. You,  who  would  increase  your 
technical  knowledge  ten-fold,  study  the 
rockets,  dirigibles,  amphibians,  and 
puddle-jumpers  in  the  “Office  of  the 
Air-Major”.  You  really  don’t  know 
anything  yet.  (Neither  do  we,  but 
that’s  our  business.) 

These  are  only  a few  of  the  out- 
standing features  of  this  stupendous 
spectacle.  There  are  many  others,  all 
tending  to  make  this  presentation  the 
finest  ever  placed  before  our  patrons 
for  their  approval. 

As  the  facilities  of  our  theatre  are 
inadequate  to  hold  all  patrons  at  one 
performance,  two  are  being  given — at 
8.4S  and  9.30.  Come  early  and  avoid 
the  rush.  A ticket  attached  to  your 
general  admission  ticket  will  gain  you 
entrance  to  the  Big  Gym. 


DON’T  LET  HER  MISS  THE 


SCHOOL 

ROYAL  YORK  HOTEL 


AT-HOME 

WEDNESDAY,  FER.  8 
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Patronesses 

Mrs.  C.  H.  Mitchell 
Mrs.  C.  R.  Young 
Mrs.  J.  W.  Bain 
Mrs.  E.  A.  Allcut 


Committee 

M.  A.  Ei.son,  Chairman 
J.  S.  Ball 
M.  McKillop 
E.  S.  Jewf.tt 
W.  S.  Smith 
J.  H.  Addison 
J.  A.  Howe 
G.  B.  Lint 


